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*D*f Good faith, good faith : the faying did not hold 
/ n him that did obie<ft the fame to thee : ' 

He was the wretchedft tiling when he was yon» 

So long a growing and fo leifurely, a> 

Znatif this were a rule, hefhould be gracious. 

Car. Why Madatne, fo no doubt he is. 

But. I hope fo too, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Tor Now by my troth if /had beene remembred. 
/could hauc gtuen my Vneles Grace a flout, L in , 
Znat mould hauc ncerer toucht his growth then he did ' 

D^Howmy prettie Yor^ Ipraytheeletmee hcareit [ 

Tor. Mam thy fay, that my Vncle grew fo faff, ' 
■‘hat he could gnaw a crufl at twohoures old ; 

Zwas ful two yecres ere / could get a tooth, 

Granam this would haue beene a prettie ieft 
But. I pray thee prettie Yorke, who told thee fo* 

Tor. Granam, his Nurfe. 

But. Why flic was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Tor. /ftvyerenot flie, /cannot tell who told me. 

& r X u § ° t0 ° s >°“ arc to ° ^wd. 1 ¥ 

Car. Good Madame be not angry vvith the child, 

& tchers hallc «re S> Enter D . 

LordMar< >“' s d ^' 

«**««. TOtowfaki, 

Bor. VVellj Madame, and in health, j 

‘But. Vv hat is the ne tves then/ 

Bor. Lord Riuers, and Lord Grav are fonn-^ T) r 

With them, Sir Zhomas Vaughan, prifoners ? ’ 

But. Who hath committed them' * 

£:£%22ig£" 

^ fu T c A UIcan * /hau «^iored‘ v 

V Vhy,or-for what thefe Nobles were committed 
h all vnknowne to me, my gracious Lady. ' 

Ay me, I fee the downefall ofourhoufe 
Zne Zyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hindc : * 

Infulungtyranme begins to ict, * m 

Vpoj. 



or ruenara tne tmTtJ 

Vpon the innocent and lawlellc Throane: 

Welcome deftruftion, death and maflacre. 

1 fee as in a Mappc the e„d of all. 

But. Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling dales, 

How many of you haue mine eyes beheld i 
My husband loft his life to get the crownc. 

And often vpand downe my fennel were toft, 
for me to ioy and weepe their gaine and Ioffe, - . 

And being fcated,and domefticks broyles 
Cleane ouerblown, themfclucs theconquerours, 

A/ake war vpo thcmfelues, blood againft blood, 

Selfeagainft felfe, O pfepofterous 

And franticke outrage,end thy damned fpleene. 

Or let me die to looke on death no more. 
OGome,come,my boy, we wilto Santtuary. 

Put, He goe along with you. 

Qa. You haue no caufe. 

Car, My gracious Ladie,go, 

And thither beare your treafure and ) our goods. 

For my part, lie religne viito your Grace, 

The Seale I keepe, and fo betide to me, 

As well I tender you, and all ofyours: 

Come,/Ic conduft you to the fan&uarie. Exeunt , 
The Trumpets found. Enter youg Prince, the Dukes of 
GloceJler,and Buckingham , Cardinally &c. (ber. 

Buc. Welcome fweete Prince to London to your charn- 
Glo. Welcome deare cozen my thoughts foueraigne. 
7lie wearie way hath made you melancholy. 

Pm. No Vnde,butour crofles on the way, 

Haue made it tedious, wearifome,and heauie: 

/want more Vncles here to welcome me. 

Glo, Sweet Prince, the vntaintedvcrtueofyourycercs, 
Hath not yet dined into the worlds deceit; 

Nor more can you diftinguifliofaman. 

Then of his outward fhew, which Godhcknowes, 
Seldomeor neuer iumpeth with the heart, . 

Thofe V ncles whiyhyou vvant,were dangerous. 

Your Grace aftendedto their fugred words, 
Butlooktnoton thepoyfon of their hearts ; 

God 
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